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CHAPTER I.
Weep no more, my lady."

r . 1 TOCNO woman was crying bit- -

A I terly In tb waltlnff room of
in I the rail way station at Upper
r 1 Asquewan Falls. N. Y.

A beautiful young. woman? ' That la
exactly what Billy Magee wanted to
know as. closing tba waiting room
door behind htm. be atood staring-- just
.fanide. Were tbe features against
which tbat frail tit of cambric wm
UonizingTy pressed of a pleasing con-
tour? Tbe girl s neatly tailored cordu-
roy salt and ber flippant bat charming
aiUlloery augured well. Should tie
Krp gallantly forward and Inquire In
sympathetic tone aa to tba cause of

"ier woe? Should he carry chivalry
ea to tbe length of Upper ASque-w- a

Falls?
--V: Mr. Ma gee decided he weeM not.

Tie train tbat bad Just roared away
'leto tbe duk bad not brought blm
frnm tba region of skyscrapers and
derby bit for deed of knight errant-
ry tip state. Anyhow tbe girl'a tears
were cose of bla business. A railway
station waa a natural placet for grief-

's field of many partings, upon wboae
- Boor fell often in torrents tbe tears of

fosse left behind. A friend, maybap
(over, bad teen whisked off into tbe

eight by tbe relentless 6:34 local. Why
sot a lover Surely about aucb dain-
ty, trim figure aa this courtiers hover-
ed as moths about a flame. Upon a
tender Intimate sorrow it wss not tbe
place of an unknown Magee to Intrude.
Be put bis bsnd gently upon tba latch
f tba door.
And yet dim and heartless and cold
as tba Interior of that waiting room.

So place surety for a gentleman to
lea to a lady sorrowful, particularly
when tha lady waa ao alluring. Oh.
beyond question aba was most alluri-
ng. Mr. Magee atepped softly to tbe
ticket window and mad low to! cod
laqulry of tba man Inside.

"What a aba crying about?" be asked.
, Thanks." said tba ticket agent. "1

St asked tbe asm old questions so
eften one Ilka your sort of breaks tba
Boootony. Sorry I can't help yon.

be'a a woman, and tha Lord only
kaowi why woman cry. And eotnav
hrnea 1 reckon even he mast bo a lit-
tle puzzled. Now. my wife"

"1 think m ask ber." eenflded Mr.
Hare la a hoars whleper.

"Oh. I wouldn't." sd vised tha man
bebfad the bars. "Ira best to let 'em
lose They atop quicker If they ain't

aottced."
"Bat aba's la trouble." argued Billy

Magee.
--And eoTi yon be most likely." re-

sponded tba cynic, "If you Interfere
o. slree! Tsk my advice. ShotA

id Asqoewan s rapids In a barrel 11
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yon want to. but keep away from cry-
ing women."

Mr. Magee. approaching, thought
himself again In tbe college yard at
dusk, with the great elms sighing over
head and the fresh young Toice of
tbe glee dob ringing out from the steps
of a century old building. What were
the words tbey aang ao many times? .

Weep no more, my lady.
Oh, woep no mora todayl ,

Ha regretted that be could not make
use of them. But troubadours, be
knew, went out of fashion Ions; before
railway stations came In. So hi re-

mark to the young woman was. not at
ail melodious:

"Can I do anything?
A portion of tbe handkerchief waa

remored andtan eye which. Mr. Magee
noted, wss of an admirable blue, peep-
ed out at him. To the gaze of even

solitary eye Mr. Magee's aspect was
decidedly pleasing. Mr. Magee thought
he read approral In tbe lone eye of
blue. When the lady spoke, however,
be hastily revised bis opinion.

"Yes," she said, "you can do some-
thing. Toa can go away far, far
away."

Mr. Magee stiffened. Thus chlralry
fared In Upper Asquewan Falls In tbe
year 1911.

"I beg your pardon." he remarked.
"Ton seemed to be In trouble, and I
thought I might possibly be of aome
assistance."

Tbe girl remored tbe entire handker-
chief. The other eye proved to be tbe
same admirable blue a bine halfway
between the shade of her corduroy suit
and that of the Jacky's costume In the
"See tbe World Join tbe Nary" poster
that served as background to her woe.

"I don't mean to be rude," she ex-

plained more gently, "but I'm crying,
you see. and a girl simply can't look
attractive when she cries."

"If I had only been regularly intro-
duced to you and all that." responded
Mr. Magee. "I could make a very
flattering reply.! And a" true one, he
added to himself, for even In the faint
flickering light of the station he found
ample reason for rejoicing thst the bit
of cambric was no longer agonizingly
pressed. As yet be hsd sesreely look-

ed away from her eyes, but be waa
dimly aware that up above wlspa of
golden hair peeped Impudently from
beneath a aaucy black bat.

--My grief." ssld the girl, "is utterly
silly and womanish. 1 think It would
be best to leave me alone with It
Thank yon for your Interest. And
would you mind asking the gentleman
who la pressing bis fsce so feverishly
against the bars to kindly close bis
window?"

"Certainly." replied Mr. Msgee. He
turned away. As he did so be collided
with a rather excessive Isdy. She
gsve the Impression of solidity and
bulk. Her mouth waa hard and know-

ing. Mr. Magee felt tbat she wented
to vote end that she would say as
much from time to time. The lady

-- I was eryldf. mamma." the girl

She put It to ltabad a glittering eye.
time honored use and fixed Mr. Magee

with it-- I wss crying, mamma." the girl ex-

plained, "and this gentleman Inquired
If be could be of any service.''

Mamma! Mr. Magee wanted to add
bis tesrs- - to those of the girl. This
frail and lovely damsel in distress
owning ss ber msternal parent a
heavy unnecessary person!

--Well, tbey sin't no use gettln an
worked op for nothing." advised tbe
unpleasant rsrent Mr. Msgse waa
aurpiised thst In ber tone there waa
no hostility to him thus belying her
looks "Mebbe tbe gentleman can dlr

rect us to a good hotel." she added
with a rather stsgy smile.

"I'm a stranger here, too." Mr. Ma-

ge replied, "ill Interview tbe man
ovec thxra la Lbs cam." .
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' The gentleman referred to waa not
cheerful in his replies. There was, ha
aald. Baldpate Inn.

"Oh. yea. Baldpate Inn." repeated
Billy Magee with Interest.

"Tea. that's a pretty awell place."
ssld tbe ticket agent. "But It ain't
open now.- - It'a a aummer resort
There aint no place open now. but the
Commercial House. And J wouldn't
recommend no human being there es-
pecially no lady who .waa aad before
she ever saw It"

Mr. Magee explained to tbe Incon-
gruous family pair waiting on tbe
bench.

"There's only one hotel," be said,
"and I'm told It'a not exactly the place
for any one whose outlook on life Is
not rosy at the moment I'm sorry."

"It will do very wen," snswered the
girl, "whatever It la." She smiled at
Billy Magee. "My outlook on life In
Upper Asquewan Falls." she said,
"grown rosier every minute. We muBt
And a cab."

She began to gather up her traveling
bags, and Mr. Magee hastened to as-

sist. The three went out on tbe sta-
tion platform, opon which lay a thin
carpet of anowflakes. There the older
woman. In - a harsh rasping voice,
found fault with Upper Asquewan
Palls its geography, its public spirit.
Its brand of weather.- - A dejected cab
at the end of tbe platform stood
mourning lta lonely lot In It Mr. Ma-
gee placed the large lady and tbe bags.
Then, while the driver climbed to bis
seat be spoke Into the Invisible ear of
the girl.

"Ion haven't told me why you
cried," be reminded her.

"Upper Asquewan Falls," she said,
"isn't It reason enough?"

Billy Magee looked; saw a row of
gloomy buildings that aeemed to list
as tbe wind blew, a blurred sign.
"Liquor and Qgasn," a street that stag-
gered away Into tbe dark like a
man who had lingered too long at tbe
emporium back of the sign.

"Are you doomed to stay here long?"
he asked.

"Come on. Mary," cried a deep voice
from the cab. "Get In and shut tbe
door. I'm freezing."

"It all depends." aald the girl.
"Thank yoo for being so kind and
good night"

The door closed with a muffled bang,
the cab creaked wearily away and Mr.
Magee turned back to the dim waiting
room.

"Well, what was she crylnff for?"
inquired the ticket agent when Mr.
Magee stood again at his cell window.

"She didn't think much of your
town." responded Msgee. "She Inti-
mated that It made her heavy of
heart"

"H'm! It ain't much of a place." ad-

mitted the man. "though it ain't tbe
general rule with visitors to burst into
tears at sight of it Tea. Upper As-

quewan Is alow, and no mistake. It
gets on my nerves sometimes. Noth-
ing to do hot work. work. work, and
then lay down and wait for tomorrow.
I used to think maybe aome day they'd
transfer me down to Hooperstown
there's moving pictures and such go-

ings on down there. But tbe railroad
never notice you unless you go
wrong. Yes. sir; sometimes I wsnt to
clear out of this town myself."

"A natural wanderlust" sympathiz-
ed Mr. Magee "Yon said something
Just now about Baldpate inn"

"Tea; it'a a little more lively in aum-

mer, when that'a open," answered the
agent "We get a lot of complaints
about trunks not coming from pretty
swell people too. It sort of cheers
things." His eye roamed with inter-est'ov- er

Mr. Magee'a New York attire.
"But Baldpate Inn la shut up tight
now. Thie Is nothing but an annex
to a graveyard In winter. Ton wasn't
thinking of stopping off here,-wa- s

your
"Well, I want to see a man named

Elijah Qulmby." Mr. Magee replied.
"Do yoo know blm?"

"Of course," said tbe yearner for
pastures new. "He's caretaker of the
Inn. His bouse Is about a mile out on

the old Miller road that leads up Bald-

pate. Come outside and III tell yon

how to get there."
Tbe two men went out into the whirl-

ing snow, and tbe agent waved a band
Indefinitely up at tbe night

"If It was clear," be "Id. "you could
see Baldpate mount; over yonder
looking down on tbe falls, sort of keep-

ing an eye on na to make sure we
don't get reckless. And halfway up
you'd as Baldpate Inn, black and
peaceful and wintery. Jnst follow
this street to the third corner and turn
to your left Elijah lives In a little
house back among the trees a mile out
There's a gate you'll sure hear creak-
ing on a night llkethls."

Billy Msgee thanked blm and. gath-

ering up hi two bags, walked up

Main street A dreary, forbidding
building at tbe first corner bore the
sign "Commercial House."

Weep ne mare, my lady.
Oh. weep no more todayl

turHi: Ifr. Magee cynically under
bis breath and glanced up at tbe soli-

tary upsta!) window that gleamed
yellow In the nlebt

At a corner on which stood a little
shop that advertised "Groceries and
ProTtalona" he paused.

"Let me see," be pondered. "Tbe
lights will be turned off. of course.
Candles and a little aometblug for tbe
Inner man In case It's tbe cloeed sea-- ,
on for cooks."
He went Inside, where a weary eld

woman served Mm.
"Wbst sort of candles?" ahe In-

quired, with the air of one who bad
an infinite variety In stock. Mr. Ma-

gee remembered that Christmas wss
near

"For a Christmas tree." be explain-
ed. He asked for two hundred.

"I've only got forty," tbe woman
aald. "What's this tree for tbe Or-
phans' home?"

With the added bnrdan ef a package
containing bis purchases In the tiny
tore Mr. Msgee emerged and contin-

ued bla Journey through the tinging
now.
"Don Quixote, my boy," he mutter-

ed. "I know hew you felt when you
moved on the windmills."

it wss not the whir of windmills,
but tbe creak of a gate In tbe atoms

that brought Mr. Ma roe at leet to a

atop. He 'walked gladly up the path
to Elijah Qulmby'a door. -

In a newer to Billy Magee'a gay
knock, a man of about sixty yesrs ap-
peared. Evidently he had Just finish-
ed supper. At tbe moment be waa
engsged In lighting his pipe. He ad-
mitted Mr. Magee Into tbe Intimacy
of tbe kitchen, and took a number of
calm Judicious puffs on the pipe be-
fore speaking to bis visitor.

"My name's Magee," blithely ex-
plained thst gentleman, dragging in
his bags. "And you're Elijah Quimby,
of course. How are you? Glad to see
you."

' Tbe older msn did not reply, but
regarded Mr. Magee wonderlngly
through white puffs of smoke. His
face was kindly, gentle, ineffectual

"Yes." be admitted at last, "Yes,
I'm Quimby."

Mr. Magee threw back his cost and
sprsyed with snow Mrs. Quimby's Im-
maculate floor.

"I'm Magee," be elucidated again,
"William Hallowell Magee. the man
Hal Bentley wrote to you about You
got his letter, didn't yoo?"

Mr. Quimby removed bis pipe and
forgot to close the aperture as he
stared in amazement

"Good Lord," he cried; "you don't
mean you've really come? Why, we

we thought it was sib a Joke!"
"Hal Bentley has bis humorous mo-

ments," agreed Mr. Msgee. "but it
Isn't bis habit to fling his Jests lnte
Upper Asqpewsn Falls."

"And and you're really going to"
Mr. Quimby could get no further.

"Yes," said Mr. Magee brightly, slip-
ping Into a rocking chair. "Yes; I'm
going to 6pend the next few months
at Baldpate Inn."

"It's closed," expostulated Mr. Quim-
by. "The Inn Is closed, young fellow."

"I know it'a closed.' smiled Msgee.
"That's the very reason I'm going to
honor It with my presence. I'm sorry
to take au out on a night like this,
but I'll have to ask yoo to lead me up
to Baldpate. I believe those were Hal
Bentley's Instructions In the letter." '

Mr. Quimby towered above Mr. Ma-

gee, a shirt sleeved statue of honest
American manhood. He scowled.

"Excuse a plain question, young
man," be said, "but what are you hid-
ing from?"

"I'm not hiding," said Magee. "Didn't
Bentley explain? Well, I'll try to.
though I'm not sure you'll understand.
Sit down. Mr. Quimby. You are not I
take It the sort of man to follow close-
ly the frivolous literature of the day."

"What's that?" inquired Mr. Quimby.
"You don't read," continued Mr. Ma-

gee, "tbe sort of novels that are sold
by the pound In the department btores.
Now, if you bad a daughter a fluffy
daughter inseparable from a hammock
in the summer she could help me ex-

plain. You see I write those novels.
Wild thrilling tales for the tired busi-

ness man's tired wife shots In the
night chases after fortunes, Cupid
busy with bis arrows all over the
place! It's good fun. and I like to do
It There's money In It"

as there?" asked Mr. Quimby, with
a show of interest

"Considerable," replied Mr. Magee.
"But now and then I get a longing to
do something that will make the critics
sit up the real thing, you know. The
other day I picked up a newspaper and
found my latest brain child aSvertised
as tbe best fall novel Magee ever
wrote.' It got on my nerves. I felt
like a literary dressmaker, and I could
see my public laying down my fall
novel and sighing for my early spring
styles In fiction. I remembered that
once npon a time a critic advised me
to go away for ten years to some quiet
spot and think. 1 decided to do It
Baldpate inn is the quiet spot."

"You dorit mean." gasped Mr. Quim-

by, "that you're going to stay there
ten years?"

"Bless you, no!" said Mr. Magee.
"Critics exaggerate. Two months will
do. They say I am a cheap melo-

dramatic ranter. They say I don't go
deep. They say my thinking process
Is a scream. I'm afraid they're right
Now. I'm going to go up to Baldpate
inn and think. I'm going to get away
from melodrama. I'm going to do a
novel so fine and literary tbat Henry
Cabot Lodge will come to me with
tears in his eyes and ask me to Join
bis bunch of self made immortals. I'm
going to do all this op there at the
inn. Bitting on tbe mountain and look-

ing down on this little old world as
Jove looked down from Olympus."

"I don't know who. you mean," ob-

jected Mr. Quimby.
"He was a god the god of the fruit

stand men," explained Magee. "Pic-

ture me. If you can. depressed by tbs
overwhelming success of my Istest
brain child. Tlcture me meeting Hal
Bentley In a Forty-fourt- h street club
and asking him for tbe location of the
lonesomest spot on earth. Hal thought
a minute. 'I've got It' be said, the
lonesomest spot that's hsppened to
date is a aummer resort in midwinter.
It makes Crusoe's island look like
Coney on a warm Sunday afternoon In
comparison.' Tbe talk flowed on along
with other things. Ha told me bla fa-

ther owned Baldpate Inn and that you
were an old friend of hi, who would

be bsppy for the entire winter orer
the chance to serve him. He hsppened
to have a key to the place tbe key

to tbe big front door. 1 guess, from the
weight of it and be gave It to me. He.

also wrote you to look after me. So
Here I am." .

CHAPTER II.

Alon en Baldpate Mountain.

Mr ifllS ain't exactly regular,"
I'TI Mr. Quimby protested. "No,
I I I It ain't what yoa mlgt call
I J a frequent occurrence. I'm

glad to do anything I can for young
Mr. Bentley. but I can't help wonder-

ing what his father will say. And

there's a lot of things yoo haven't took

into consideration."
--There certainly Is, younr man. re-

marked Mrs. Quimby. bustling for-war- d.

"How are you going to keep
warm in that big bam of a placer

"The suits en the second floor," said
Mr. Magee, "are, I hear, equipped with
fireplaces. Mr. Quimby will keep me

aupplled with fuel from tbe forest prl-mev-

far which service he will re

ceive $20 a week."
And llgbt?" asked Mrs. Quimby.

"For the present candles. I have
forty In that package. Later, perhaps,
you can find me fn oil lamp. Ob. ev-

erything will be provided for."
"Well," remarked Mr. Quimby, look-

ing In a dazed fashion st his wife.
"I'll reckon I'll have to talk It over
with, ma."

The two retired to the next room,
and Mr. Magee fixed bla eyes on a
"God Bless Our Home" motto while he
awaited their return. Presently they
reappeared.

"Was you ' thinking of eating?" In-

quired Mrs. Quimby sarcastically,
"while you stayed up there?"

"I certainly was," smiled Mr. Magee.
"For the most part I will prepare my
own meals from cans and er Jars
and such pagan sources. But now and
then you, Mrs. Quimby. are going to
send me something cooked as no other
woman In tbe county can cook it 1

can see It in your eyes. In my poor
way I shall try. to repay you."

He continued to smile Into Mrs.
Quimby's broad, 'cheerful face. Mr.
Magee had the type of smile that
mores men to part with ten until Sat-
urday end women to close their eyes
and dream of Sir Launcelot

"It's U fixed," he cried. "Well get
on splendidly. And now for Baldpate
Inn."- -

"Not Just yet" said Mrs. Quimby.
"I ain't one to let anybody go up to
Baldgate inn unfed. I 'spose we're
sort o responsible for you while you're
up here. . Yon Just set right down and
I'll have your eupper hot and amok-In- g

on tbe table In no time."
Mr. Magee entered Into no dispute on

this point and for half an hour be
was tbe pleased recipient of advice,
philosophy and food. When be had
assured Mrs. Quimby. that he had eat-
en enough to last him the entire two
months be intended spending at the inn
Mr. Quimby came In. attired In a huge
"before the warj ulster and carrying a
lighted lantenu

"So you're going to sit up there and
write things," be commented. "Well,
I reckon you'll be left to yourself, all
right,".

"I 'hope d Mr. Magee.
"I want to be so lonesome I'll sob
myself to sleep every night It's the
only road to Immortality. Goodby,
Mrs. Quimby. In my fortress on the
mountain I shall expect an occasional
culinary message from you." He took
her plump band. This motherly little
woman seemed the last link binding
blm to the world of reality. . '

"Goodby.'! smiled Mrs. Quimby. "Be
careful of matches."

Mr. Quimby led the way with the
lantern, and presently they stepped
out upon the road.

"By the way, Quimby," remarked
Mr. Magee, "is there a girl in your
town who has blue eyes. light hair
and the general air of a queen out
shopping?"

"Light hair!" repeated Quimby.
"There's Sally Perry. She teaches In
the Methodist Sunday school.""

"No," said Mr. Magee. "My de-

scription was poor. I'm afraid. This
one I refer to. when she weeps, gives
the general effect of mist on the sea
at dawn. Tbe Methodists do not mo-
nopolize her."

"I read books, and I read newspa-
pers," said Mr. Quimby. "but a lot of
your talk I don't understand."

"The critics," replied BiUy Magee,
"could explain. My stuff la only for
low brows. Lead on. Mr. Quimby."

Baldpate Inn did not stand tiptoe on
tbe misty mountain top. Instead It
clung wittrgrlm determination to the
side of Baldpate, about halfway up.
much as a city man clings to the run-
ning board of an open street car. This
was tbe comparison Mr. Magee made,
and even as he made it be knew that
atmospheric conditions rendered It
questionable. For an open street car
suggests summer and tbe ball park;
Baldpate inn, as It shouldered darkly
into Mr. Magee's ken. suggested win-
ter at its most wintry.

About the great black shape that
was- - the inn. Ilk arms, stretched
broad verandas. Mr. Magee remarked
npon them to his companion,

"Those porches and balconies and
things." he said, "will come In bandy
In cooling the fevered brow of genius."

"There ain't much fever in this local-
ity," the practical Quimby assured
blm, "especially not in winter."

Silenced, Mr. Magee followed the
lantern of Quimby over the snow to
tbe broad steps, and up to the great
front door. There Magee produced
from beneath bis coat aa impressive
key. Mr. Quimby made aa though to
assist but was waved aside.

This Is a ceremony," Mr. Magee
told him. "some day Sunday newspa-
per stories will be written about It
Baldpate Inn opening its doors to the
great American novel.1"

He placed the key in tbe lock, turned
l and the door ewung open. The
coldest blast of air Mr. Magee had
ever encountered swept out from the
dsrk Interior.

"Whew." be cried, "we've discover-
ed another tole!"

"Ifs stale air." remarked Quimby.
You mean the poisr atxnoapbere,"

replied Magee. "Yes. It is pretty
stale. Jack London and Dr. Cook
have worked It to death."

I mean." said Quimby. "this air bsa
been In bere alone too long. Ifa as
atale as last week's newspaper. We
couldn't beat It with a million flreat,

Well have to let In some warm air
from outside first."

"Warm air humph!" remarked Mr.
Magee. "Well, Mve and learn."

Tbe two atood together In a great
bare room. When they atepped for-

ward the sound of their aboea on tbe
hard wood aeemed the boom tbat
should wake the dead.

"This la tbe hotel office," explained
Mr. Quimby.

At. the left of tbe door was the
clerk' desk. Behind It loomed a treat
aafe and a series of pigeonholes for
the mall of the gnesta. Oppoalte the
front door a wide stairway led to a
landing halfway op, where the stairs
were divorced and went to the right
and left In search of the floor above-Mr- .

Migee surveyed the stairway crit-
ically.

--X great place," he remarked, "to
ahew off tbe talents of? your drescmak-- 1
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er, eh, Quimby? Can't you just see
the stunning gowns coming down tbat
stair In state and the young men be-

low here agitated in their bosoms?".
"No. I can't." said Mr. Quimby

frankly.
"I can't either, to tell the truth,"

laughed Billy Ma see. He turned up
his collar. "It'a like picturing a sum-
mer girl sitting on an Iceberg and
swinging her openwork hosiery over
the edge. I don't suppose lfa neces-
sary to register. I'll go right up and
select my apartments."

It was upon of rooms that
bore the number seven on their door
that Mr. Magee's choice fell. A large
parlor with a fireplace that- - a few
blazing logs would cheer, a bedroom,
whose bed was destitute of all aave
mattress and springs, and a bathroom
comprised bis kingdom.

Mr. Magee Inspected bis apartment
Tbe windows were all of the low
French variety and opened out upon
a broad snow covered balcony which

wouldn't wander round none," he ad-

vised. "You might fall down some-
thing or something."

waa In reality the roof of The first
fioor veranda, - On thla balcony Magee
stood a moment, watching the trees on.
Baldpate wave their black arms In the
wind and the lights of Upper Asque-

wan Falls wink knowingly up at him.
Then he came inside and his investi-
gations brought blm presently to i '
tub In the bathroom.

"Fine," he cried "a cold plunge
the morning before the dally a true
for Immortality begins P.

He turned the spigot. Nothing hap-

pened.
"I reckon." drawled Mr. Quimby

from the bedroom, "you'll carry your
cold plunge dp from the well back of
the Inn before you plunge into it The
water's turned off. We can't take
chances with busted pipes." ' '

--nr rnnme." reDlled Magee less
blithely. His ardor was : somewhst
dampened a paradox by the failure
of the spigot to gush forth a response.
"There's nothing I'd enjoy more thao
carrying eight palls of water upstairs '
every morning to get up an appetite
for-r-wh- Oh. well, the Lord will
provide. If we propose to beat up the
great American outdoors. Quimby. I

think It's time we bad a Are."
Soon Quimby came back with kin-

dling and logs, and subsequently a
noisy fire roared In the grate.

1 wouldn't wander round none." he
advised. "Ton might fall down som-
ethingor something. I been living In
these parts off and 'n for sixty years
and more, and noug like this ever
came under my observation before,
Howsomever, I guess it's all right It
Mr. Bentley says so. I'll come up in
tbe morning and aee you down to tbe
train."

"What train r Inquired Mr. Magee.
"Tour train back to New York city,"

replied Mr. Quimby. . "Don't try to
tart back In tbe night There ain't so

train till morning."
"Ah. Qnlmby." lau;brd Mr. Magee.

"you taunt me. Yon think I won't
tick It out But I'll show you. I tell

yon I'm hungry for solitude."
That's all right," Mr. Qnlmby re-

sponded. "You can't make three square
meals a day off solitude."

"I'm desperate." said Magee. "Henry
Cabot Lodge musf come to me. 1 say.
with tears In bla eyes. Ever see the

enator tbat way ? No? ' It Isn't going
to be an easy Job. I most pot it over.
I; Jmnst jro deep into tbe hearts of men

il

laxative should be used. To com- -

tonic

a?olt

np nere ana write what I find. ' No
more shots In tbe night. Just tbe ad-

venture of soul and soul. Do you see?
By tbe way, here's $20, your first
week's pay as caretaker of a New
York Quixote." 1

"What's that?" asked Quimby.
"Quixote." explained Mr. Magee.

"was a Spanish lad who was a little
confused In his mind and went about
the country putting up at udffner re-

sorts in midwinter."
"I'd expect it of a Spaniard." Quim-

by said. "Be careful of that fire. I'll
be up In, tbe morning." He stowed
away the bill Mr. Magee had gives
him. "I guess nothing wIU interfere
with your lonesomeness. Leastways I
hope it won't Good night"

Mr. Magee bade the man good night
and listened to the thump of his boots
and the closing of the great front
door. From his windows he watched
the caretaker move down the ' road
without looking back, to disappear at
last in the white night
' Throwing off his great coat Mr. Ma-

gee noisily attacked the fire. The
blaze flared red on his strong, humor-
ous mouth, in his smiling eyes. Next
in tbe flickering half light of salt 7

he distributed the contents of his trav-
eling bags about On tbe table be
placed a number of new magazines
and a few books.

Then Mr. Magee sat down In the big
leather chair before the fire and caught
his breath.

Yes. bere be was, snd bere was tbe
solitude be. bad come to find. Mr. Ma-

gee looked nervously about and tbe
smile died out of his gray eyes. For
tbe first time misgivings smote blm.
Might one not have too much of a
good thing? A silence like tbat of tbe
tomb had descended. He recalled sto-

ries of men who went mad from lone-
liness. What place lonelier than this?
The wind bowled along the balcony; it
rattled the windows. Outside his door
lay a great black cave, in summe'rEay
with men and maids, now like Cru-
soe's island before tbe old man landed.

"Alone, alone; all, all alone," quoted
Mr. Magee. "If I can't think here it
will be because I'm not equipped with
the apparatus. I will. I'll show the
gloomy old critics! I wonder what's
doing in New York?"

New York! Mr. Magee looked at bis
watch. Eight o'clock. Tbe great street
was ablaze. Tbe crowds were parad-
ing from the restaurants to tbe thea-
ters. The electric signs were pasting
lurid legends on a long suffering sky;
the taxis were spraying throats with
gasoline; the traffic cop. at Broadway
and Forty-secon- d street rwas madly
earning his Tay. Mr. "Magee got up
and walked the floor; New-York- !

Probably the telephone in bis rooms
was Jangling-- , vainly calling forth to
sport with Amaryllis in the shade of
the rubber trees Billy Magee Billy
Magee who sat alone In the silence on
Baldpate mountain. Few knew of hla
departure. This was the nigt of tbat
stupid . attempt at theatricals at tbe
Plaza, stupid in Itself, but gay, almost
giddy, since Helen Faulkner was to be
there. This was tbe night of the din-

ner to Carey at tbe club. This was the
night of many diverting things.

He Itrode to the window and looked
down at the few dim lights that pro-
claimed the existence of Upper Asque-
wan Falls. Somewhere down there
was tbe Commercial House; some-

where the girl who had wept so bit
terly . In that gloomy little waiting
room. She was only three miles away.
and :the thought cheered Mr. Magee.
After all, be was not on a desert is-

land. -

And yet be was alone. Intensely, al-

most painfully; alone alone In a vast
moaning bouse that must be bis only
borne until be could go back to tbe guy
city with bis masterpiece. What a
masterpiece! As though with a aur-geon- 'a

knife It would lay bare the
hearts of men. No tricks of nlot, no
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Piles Cured in 6 to 14 Days
Druggists refund money if Paro Oint-
ment fails to cure Itching. Blind.
Bleeding or Protruding Piles, nrst
application gives relief. EOc. (Adv.)

Don't Put Off
Betking relief from tbe illnesses
causedby defective action of the or-jta- na

of digestion. Most serious sick-
nesses get their start in troubles of
the staunch, liver, bowelstroubles
quickly, sfcfelyt surely relieved by

PSLLS
lotb. as.


